iMuest^aMuni^. 

Thineinthedearefldefigneofiftdujirie^ 

Don A&iano dc Armaihc, 

Thus doft thcu hearethc Ncmcan Lion roarc, 

GainiVcheethou Lambe thac fiandcft as his pray^ 

Submifliuc fall bis princely ic ec before^ 

And he from forrage will incline to play. 

But if thou ftriuc )poorc foulc) what art thou then ? 
Foodefor hij rage, repatture tor his den. 

What plume oi feathers is he that indited this Letter f 
What vcine > What Wcthcrcockc ! Did you euer hcare better? 

I am much dccciucd, but I remember the ftilc. 

^<95. Fife your memory i s badj going ore it ere while. 

£ oj. This ^rmado is a Spaniard chat kccpcs here in courts 
A Phamafime a Monorcho,and one that makes 1 port 
To the Prince and his Booke-maics. -- - 

Thou fellow, a word. 

Who gaue thcc this Letter? 

Clow. I told you my Lord. 

Q^u. Towhomihould’ftthougiucit^ 

From ro'y Lord to my Lady. 

£ 1 ^. From which Lord, to which Lady. 

Clo. From my Lord Berowne ^goodm2ii\tt of miml 
To a Lady of France, that he calPd Rof aline. 

^5* Thou haft miftaken his Lcttcr.Ctimc Lords away. 
Hecre fwcee, put vp this/twill be thine another day, Exemtl 
Boy. Who is the (hooter? Who is the Ibooter ? ^ 

Rofa. Shall I teach you CO know. 

Boy. I mycontinentof Beautic# 

Rofa. WhyfticthatbearesthcBow.Finclyput off. 

Boy. My Lady goes to kill homes, but if thou marrie. 

Hang me by the ncckc, if homes tbatycare mifcarric. 

Finely put on, 

Rcfa. Well then,! am thcfhootcr. 

Boy, Andwhois your Dcare ? 

Rof'a.. Ifwechoofeby the horncs,yourfelfe Come not ncarci 
Finely pur on indeede, 

Jkfaria. You flili Wrangle with her ^t?je^,and flieftrikcsac 
ij*<brow* ” ~ " 

S'ojet* 




fjoues Labour^ s lo(i\ 


Bojei. But (hc^hcr fclfe is bit lower. 

Haucihither 510 W. 

Shall I come vpon thcc with an old faying, that was a 
man when King of was a little boy, as touching, 

the hit it. 

Boyet. So I may anfwerc thcc with one as old that was a wo- 
man when Queenc ^uinoncr of Brittaine was a little vvencb,a$ 
touching the hit ic. 

Rofa. Thou canft not hitit,hit it, hit it. 

Thou canft not hit ic my good man. 

Boy. I cannot, cannot, cannot:. 

And I cannot, another can. Exit I 

,Clo. By my troth raoftpleafanc, how both did fit if. 

Mar. AmarkcmaruellouswellQior, for they both did hit i’- 
Boy.^ Mark,0 markc but thac raarke;araavkc layes tny Lady®. 
Let the mafke haue a pneke in’c, to meoc at, if ic may be. 

Mar. Wide a’th bow hand,yfaith your hand is our. 
C/o.lndccdc a'muftfticoce nearer > or hede nc’re hit the clour. 
Boy. And if my hand be out, thcu bchke your hand is in. 
C/w. Then will (he get thevplhoot byclcauingchcisin, 
tJPfa. Come, come, you talkcgreafily, your lips growfouIc„‘. 
CloTP. She’s too hardforyou atprickSj fir challenge her to 
boule. 

Boy. rfcare too much rubbing : good night my goodOale^H 
C/o. By my foulc a S wainc, a moft fimple Clowne. 
ibrd^LordJiow thcLadies and I hauc put himdownc. 

O my troth moft fwcet iefts, moft inconie vulgar wit. 

When ic comes fo fmoothly off^fb oblcendy ,as it were ib fito, 
Armathor ach to the fide, O a moft dainty man. 

To fee him walke before a Lady, and to bearc her Fan. 
TofeehimkilTchishind, and how raoftfwcetly awillfv^are* 

And his Page at other fide, that handful! of wit. 

Ah heauens, it is moft pathccicall nit. 

Sowl»,lbwla., _ 

Shoocc With him;. 

Enter BuS^ Holof ernes, the^Ttdnnt andNathameU 



